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POEMS 



POEMS. 



MARGARET 



I. 

Many a weary strain 

Have I out-rolled in vain 

From this wild heart and brain ; 
But Ah ! how language faileth me 

In this my song to thee : 
How much I lack of grace and purity ! 
Ah ! how I shrink within thi^ mortal cell, 

As if I desecrated holy ground, 

As if some jarring sound 
Had broke the spell 



10 MAEGARET. 

That long has bound us on life's thorny way, 

Albeit thou within thy star dost dwell. 
How weak, how poor, how passionless my lay. 
Though drenched in tears of love ineffable 
Wrung from the heart through many a weary day! 
Ah me ! I feel that I can only say, 
I love thee well. 

My Margaret. 

II. 

I know thy spirit in some vale of beauty dwelleth. 

Some golden city in those azure skies ; 
I know thou drinkest of the Fount that welleth 
In Love's own Paradise ; 
I know^ thou lookest down on me 
Threading the mazes of dark misery. 
And dreaming of thy beauty I forget 
My darkness and sterility, 
And bless thee, 

Margaret. 



MARGARET. 1 1 

III. 

When midnight cometh, lit with many a streamer, 

When glow-worms shine 'neath every forest bough, 
Lo ! where thou hoverest o'er thy lonely dreamer, 
And leav'st a kiss upon his burning brow ! 
Through many a year of pain, 
IVe heard thine angel strain 
Calling me from the burning depths of my despair. 

And I have rent the chain 
Of tryannous grief, and breathed Love's sweet air. 
And seen thee bending o'er me calm and fair, 

Thy diadem with brightest rubies set, 
Seen thee, my sister, in this world of care, 

And bless'd thee, 

Margaret. 

IV. 

Flowers, beautiful and golden flowers, bloom over thee 

Flowers tenderly inform'd with purest sprite ; 
The dark clods of the Earth did wrap and cover thee 



12 MARGARET. 

Before I saw thy light, 
Yet, by a mystic sympathy, 
I know thou didst resemble me, 
I know thou would'st have been a singer too, 
Hadst thou been spared to wander through 
This vale of tears, this world of moan. 
Oh my belov'd, why art thou gone ! 
Thou who might'st have thrown 
• Flowers of such glorious and heavenly hue 

Round human nature's bleak and barren zone, 
Thou who might'st have fondly called me brother, 

And brought me weeping unto Jesus' feet, 
Ere I had known that care can blight and smother 
Hopes, yearnings, aspirations pure and sweet ; 
Ah, why did True Love make thy plumes so fleet, 
While Nature did for thee beseeching bow 1 
For inasmuch as all is dross 

Save Love's eternal ray, 
surely Nature felt thy loss 
When thou didst fade away. 
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Yet cease, cease, my mournful lay ! 
Eave not with senseless sorrow now ! 
my adorM sister ! thou 
Hast chas'd the shadow from my brow, 
And taught me to forget 

My spiritual barrenness ; 
how I love and bless 

Thee, Margaret. 



V. 



I know the angels loved thee all too dearly 

To let thee linger on this darkling sphere ; 
I know that thou with love wert linked too nearly 

To stay long here. 
The angels loved thee, and thou couldst not stay, 
For well thou wottedst that thy bright path lay 

Among the stars that shine eternally 
Around God's throne ! how this shroud of clay 

Did cumber thee ! 
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Verily thou dwellest 'neath thine olive tree, 

Thy bread and water sure ; 
Yet even in thy heaven's felicity 
Thou think'st of me, 
The outcast, the impure : 
And while my heart is burning 
With life's sad yearning, 
Lo ! from the Gates of Morning, 
Like Summer dawning upon darkling isles, 
Thou dawnest on my youth, 
A lovely Ruth, 
All clad in golden smiles : 
Thine eyes like stars are lit. 
Beauty upon thy brows has writ 
The language of pure lowlihead ; 
And through my life's worn tatter'd shred 
Bright beams of glory thou dost shed. 
Till thou hast smoothed away each wrinkle of regret, 

My Margaret. 
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VI. 

And now no more am I like one who seeketh 

Through his whole life a pearl of heavenly glow; 
Though cold and dead thou art, thy spirit speaketh 

A sweeter language than the living know. 
And in the meshes of pure love-begotten words 

Thy music is so sweetly wrought, 
That sweeter far than those bright-plumaged birds 
Whose songs the fainting pilgrim joyous hears, 
Deep down in the dim caverns of my thought 
I hear thee singing in the lapse of years, 
'Midst cares and deep heart-sorrows round me thronging. 
And I am all dissolved in tears 
So sweet the beauty to thy song belonging, 
So sweet thy music from the City of Gold 

Comes unto me. 
And lures my earthly spirit from the mould 

Unto the glory that ne'er waxeth old, 
Into the love-lit zone of thy felicity. 
O Christ ! thou only canst unfold 
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So great, so deep a mystery ! 

I waited on through many years, 
Weary my song and dark my fears, 
And many my grey hairs ; 
No Arch of Hope which Fancy rears 
Could span my brackish wild of cares ; 
I could not look unto the spheres, 
Yet in my misery 
I said " If Angels can weep tears, 

thou dost weep for me 1 " 
And with this thought of purest love, 

My heart became alit, 
And from tlie clouds a fair white dove 
Did come unto my soul and sit 
Most peacefully. 

My Margaret. 

VII. 

Thy face on earth, like Gideon's earthem pitcher, 
Perchance might hide the light, 
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But now I see it clothed with beauty richer 

Than all the stars of night. 
I, who have often doubted whether 

'Twere best to live, or die and be no more, 
Now hear thee sweetly say " Come hither ! " 
And see thee beckoning from the shining shore I 
And Nature smiles again for me. 
True Love hath no diminishing, 
The merry birds sing joyously, 
It is once more life's budding spring, 

r 

Spirits around me float on viewless wing. 
And grasses grow, and trees are bourgeoning, 

And woodland echoes ring, 
And I have all forgot my care and warfaring. 

Only one little flower is dead. 
Which in her grot sweet fragrance shed 
One stream within the hollow cleft 
Has filter'd down and grown all mute, 
• Like music running through the reft 
Of some too fragile lute. 
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I whom that sweet stream has left, 
From whose dim path that flower is fled, 

Bless God that I am not bereft, 
Since thou dost speak tho' dead. 
" Come ! " I hear thee sweetly say, 
" Dark the night and bright the day, 
I have a couch prepared for thee 
Beneath our own sweet olive tree. 
And this sweet couch Fve garlanded 

With flowers by mine own fingers wrought. 
And all of beauty that can shed 
Soft fragrance thro' the dreaming thought 
Around thy resting place is spread. 
And on divine ambrosia brought 
From Love's sweet fields thou shalt be fed. 
Come ! thou hast well and bravely fought. 

And thine the meed of victory : 
I have a bright crown for thy head, 

A crown with pearls and rubies set, 
And I have songs to sing to thee, 



MAEGAllET. 

The faintest word of wliich would be 
A sweet and precious amulet 
Amid a world of misery, 
And none shall tend thy conch but me, 
Thy Margaret." 
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ELEGY 

ON THE DEATH OF THE REV. 

THOMAS DAVIDSON. 



Manibus date lilia pleiiis : 
Purpureos spargam florea. Virgil. 



I. 



Roll on thy way, 
crystal Jed, roll on, and sing 
'Midst birch and hawthorn bourgeoning- 

Eound rocky scaur and woodland steep, 
Roll on, thou limpid stream ! 

Thy murmurs cannot break his sleep, 
Nor steal into his dream ! 
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Eoll thro' the glory and the gleam, 
'Neath stellar ray and lunar beam, 
ripple soft beside the shade, 
Where oft the dreaming poet stray!d, 
And woo'd high Fancy from her mystic throne — 

ripple gently, gently on ! 
Thy song is not as it has been of yore ; 

A thought of grief is in thy tone } 
The Genii of thy caverns now deplore, 

And fling on every breeze a hollow moan. 
Nor Summer's light nor Autumn's gold, 
In shadowy splendour o'er thee roU'd, 
Thy light, thy glory will restore, 
Since he, the Muses' favourite son, 
Who lov'd to croon the mountain lay, 
Or drink the mystic streams of antique lore, 

Or dream bright dreams thro' the long summer day, 
Or list thy waters lap thy pebbled shore, 
Shall join his sounding lyre with thine no more ! 
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II. 



The morning dawns. 
It is Aurora's sweet and balmy hour, 

And birds sing joyously. 
how he lov'd beside the woodbine bower. 
Bright Morning star, to gaze on thee ! 
Answer, ye woods and waters, where is he. 
Who held with you endearing fellowship, 
Who saw God's glory beam in every flower, 
For whom each dead thing had a tuneful lip, 
A voice of holy mystery and power 1 
Who knew all the sweet voices of the Spring, 
Down to the treasure-seeker's tliat doth sip 
The wild flower's chaUce on soft quivering wing 
Who heard the forest shout aloud and sing. 
And saw the little hills like lambkins skip. 
And from all Nature sweetest meanings drew ? 
answer me ! Your intense labouring 
Of sorrow I have heard, and grieved with you. 



ELEGY. 23 

Tell me, ye woods and waters, where is he 
Whose beauty was more radiant than the day ? — 
List ! what is this that steals into my lay, 

What heavenly, trancing, joyous melody ? 

The river ripples on its gladsome way, 
The flowers lift up their faces from the sod, 
The woods lift up their heads, and all things say, 
*• Mourn not for him who has gone home to Grod." 



III. 



Let no sepulchral yew 
Hang her long tresses o'er his couch of rest ; 
Let no funereal shade 
Over him be made, 
Whose spirit now rejoices 'mong the blest ; 

Let the young spring's mouth 
Upon his grassy mould be earliest prest ; 
Let beauty from the south 
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His narrow house invest ; 

Let the lily white, 
And daisies of a thousand dyes. 
And delicate anemones, 
And violets with tender eyes. 
Bloom bountifully o'er the youthful poet's grave ; 
Daisies to tell how meek his spirit was, 
Lilies to apeak his gentle purity. 
And violets and anemones — alas ! 

Let these proclaim how soon his soul did pass 
Away from cold and dull mortality. 
To join the good and brave I 
Let Summer's most enduring garland wave 
O'er him whom neither mortal love nor tears could save. 
O'er him who drew 
All light and glory unto him. 
Till even this fair earth grew dim 
Before his spirit's bright eternal hue I 
Let the saintliest hymn. 
With which true love her ardours inay Aechve^, 
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Warbled by some sweet spirit of the air, 

Rise softly, sweetly, holily, 

O'er him who lieth lowlily, 
O'er him whose music flowed so rich and rare. 

That Love, with sweetest charity, 

Gently took him home to be 
A singer in her temples bright and fair ! 
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A BALLAD OF LOVE. 



I. 

Love, how are thy blossoms torn 

By every wintry wind that blows ! 
How oft in this bleak world we mourn 

The short lived beauty of the rose ! 
He who amid life's tempests knows 

The Hope of Heaven, is truly blest, 
'Tis his to drink the stream that flows 

Through Love's sweet vale of rest. 
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II. 



I have not been alone, alone, 

Though I have oft been sore bested, 
Nor have I e'er received a stone 

When I have asked my God for bread. 
When storms came down upon my head, 

And cares beguiFd and griefs oppressed, 
I thought of one whose feet now tread 

His own sweet vale of rest. 



III. 

It's my rose, my white, white rose, 

That might have bloom'd thro many a June ; 
My bird that sang through winter snows 

Full many a sweet and lovely tune ; 
Alas ! that I should mourn the boon 

That made thee truly, purely blest ! 
That I should weep that thou so soon 

Hast found thy vale of rest ! 
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IV. 

thou hast pass'd beyond the bourne 

That circles this dim world of care, 
And yet I would not say, Return ! 

If mine the speU of glory were, 
t'or thou hast joined the good and fair. 

And thou art happy, thou art blest, 
And sweet the songs that floating are 

In thy sweet vale of rest. 



V. 

To Heaven and Glory thou wert calFd 

Ere thou the pains of life didst know. 
Ere joy within thy spirit pall'd, 

Ere life had lost its morning glow. 
Thou to the Land of Light didst go, 

Obedient to Love's sweet behest. 
And now in raiment white as snow 

Thou roam'st thy vale of rest. 
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VI. 

The beauty on the Heaven of Love 

Can ne'er be rent by Ruin's share; 
The joys of thy sweet Spirit prove 

As lasting now as they are fair. 
Nor knowest thou aught of grief and care, 

Dark inmates of the mortal breast, 
For joy pervades the sinless air 

Of thy sweet vale of rest. 



VII. 

The Nereid 'neath the flowing brine 

Sings sweetly in her coral dome. 
And sees afar the pale moon shine, 

Soft shimmering on the silver foam ; 
Yet sweeter flowers bedeck thy home 

Than those that ocean caves invest, 
And richer gleams of beauty come 

To thy sweet vale of rest. 
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VIII. 

I thought to see thee linger here 

Through golden summers yet to be, 
And hear thee roll through many a year 

Thy pure love-laden melody ; 
Yet what reck I my hopes to see 

No more in earthly colours dress'd, 
Since thou with songs awaitest me 

In thy sweet vale of rest ? 



IX. 

It's my rose, my white, white rose, 

That might have bloom'd through many a year, 
There's nought on earth my spirit knows 

So sweet, so fair as thou wert here. 
I see the day-star's sapphire sphere 

Roll to its chamber in the west, 
And bless the days that bring me near 

To thy sweet vale of rest. 
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X. 



It's my bird, my bomiy bird, 

That sang through dreary days of Yule, 

Since last thy tender song I heard 

My heart has been with sadness full ; 

On every dewy flower I cull 

Stem Death's pale signet is impressed, 
And Life is cold and bleak and dull 

Far from thy vale of rest. 



XI. 

But my rose, the world ne'er knows 

The light, the glory of the faith 
That points beyond the winter snows. 

Beyond the darkling waves of death. 
Beyond the tempest's fiery wrath, 

On to the city of the Blest, 
Leading along life's desert path 

To Love's sweet vale of rest. 
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LOVE'S MORNING LAND. 



I. 

Mid my dim earthly wanderings I oft sit me down 

And strike from my harp-strings some music divine. 
When I think of the time when my life's thorny crown 

Shall be changed for a crown where sweet 
amaranths twine. 
I dream of bright rivers that splendidly roll 

Through a land ever lit with Love's pure holy day, 
And the Harp of Eternity rings in my soul 

Till the world like a cloud of the morn melts away. 
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To that country of love and of beauty I go, 
And I lift up my song on its sweet pearly strand ; 

And my soul fills with rapture, for all round me flow 
The bright summer glories of Love's Morning Land. 

II. 

It is not an illusion — Brother, within 

The reach of thy spirit this bright Eden lies, 
Tho' the God of the World and the Nightshade of Sin 

May have deaden'd thy feelings and darkened thine 
eyes. 
Look round thee, my Brother, where'er thou dost roam 

'Mong the thorns and the briars there are bright- 
petaird flowers : 
Albeit in Heaven Love hath builded her Home 

She evermore paces this green world of ours. 
Wherever Her bright-sandalFd feet are impres^d, 

On stem wintry wild, or on cold barren sand, 
There springs an oasis on which we may rest, 

And drink the calm glories of Love's Morning Land. 



D 
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III. 

In the shadow of Evil awhile we may grope, 

And wring from our hearts a wild torrent of tears ; 
Yet our lives thus bedeVd yield the sweet Flower 
of Hope 

Whose loveliness glows in the light of the spheresw 
There springs from the prints left by sorrow's wild hoof 

A Beauty all purg'd from the world's base alloy ; 
Our mantle of woe has a bright golden woof; 

Our song of despair has a burden of joy. 
With God for our Father the weariest lot 

Has something within it of precious and bland ; 
Mid the darkest of sorrows to us may be brought 

The brightest revealings of Love's Morning Land. 



IV. 



It is there ! Like fond children we say, it is there. 
Where the dear faces beam and the Memnon harps 
swell ; 
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And our faith is so simple, so pure, and so fair, 

That our souls are uplifted to Heaven by its spell. 
Such rich heavenly odours are here blown about, 

And loves sweet revealings to us are so clear, 
So lucent and grand, that our souls cannot doubt 

That God's gleaming angels are hovering near. 
Such a rent Christ has made in the veil that divides 

Our souls from that blessed and beautiful strand, 
That glory celestial in calm flowing tides 

Is streaming upon us from Love's Morning Land. 
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SONNET. 



Well dost thou deem that the True Love, that sees 

Beyond the bourne of mortal life and time, 
Can give thee ladders whereby thou may'st climb 

High up unto her stately palaces 
Whose golden spires beyond the planets burn. 

Thy lov'd ones, gone, can never more return 
To cheer thee as of yore, but thou to them 

On Love's far-stretching scale canst upward go 
Till thou art wean'd from Earth and Sin and Woe, 

And round thy brow is wreathed Love's diadem ; 
Till singing in thy beauty thou dost rove 

With thy sweet J&ieAds where crystal rivers flow 
Through flowery mead and bright celestial grove. 

Such high things thou dost know from great unerr- 
ing love. 
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SONNET. 

LABORARE EST ORARE, 



Work, noble work, has its just recompense : 

It draws God's blessing down eternally. 
The gentle Knight of Arts and Industry 

Is to be had in deeper reverence 
Than he, the hero of a hundred fights: 

The ploughshare is more blessed than the sword, 
The pruning-hook more potent than the spear ; 

For why 1 They sweeter stablish human rights, 
They bring the Atlantis of the soul more near, 

And in their workings with True Love accord. 
ye who praise and magnify the Lord, 

Work nobly on, nor doubt that ye shall rear 
Love's altars firm and sure in human Souls, 

Till Earth melodious in Love's orbit rolls ! 
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O O N A 



I. 

O Oona, fair art thou 
With the sunlight on thy brow, 
And thy raven tresses streaming on Coolin's hills of 

mist! 
O gloriously thou com'st to me when ' Day is high 
uprist, 
And dreamingly I sit beneath mine ancient haw- 
thorn bough : 
Thy beauty lulls my wilder'd thoughts and my heart's 
wild imrest, 
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As yon strong star with secret spell enthrals Old 
Ocean's breast, 
Oona, my fair Oona, with the sunlight on thy 
brow ! 

II. 
Thy roses and thy peaj*ls * 

Gleam through a cloud of curls ; 
Thy spirit glows with blessed light even as the Mom- 

ingStar 
In those sweet seasons when the Gates of Heaven are 
left ajar, 
And all Love's summer glories through the stars and 
planets roll \ 
Nor can the syren world allure thee from thy heaven 

afar, 
Nor can her cold and darkling clouds thy native 

beauty mar, 
O Oona, my sweet Oona, with the sunlight in the 
soul ! 
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III. 

Whilom I dwelt in peace. 
And my heart found sweet surcease 
Of care and sorrow in my pipe at evening and at 

morn : 
I wept when green-rob'd Spring did go, and hailed 
her sweet return, 
Nor saw beyond such simple cares Love's deep 
corroding care ; 
But soon a dream of Loveliness within my soul was 

born, 
And my fair Oona dawn'd on me beneath mine ancient 

thorn, 
My Oona, my fair Oona, with the sunlight in her hair ! 

IV. 

Ah me, my love, Ah me ! 
There comes sweet melody 
From glooms where Psyche long has slept in dim 
oblivion : 
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I hear, I hear its eddies sweep aronnd my spirit's zone ; 

I feel it bear me on strong wings unto some glorious 

goal : 

O never in Youth's maniac dreams such music have I 

known 

As this whose potent spell constrains me to my love, 

my own, 

My Oona, my fairOona, with the sunlight in her soul ! 



V. 

Come from thy hills of mist. 
Whose peaks like amethyst 
Gleam upward to the shadowy throne where Freedom's 

genius sits ! 
Come from the glens where fays still dance and trill 

their canzonets ! 
Come from the lone blue tarns that moan unto the 

westwind's sighs ! 
Come from the wizard land of runes, and spells, and 
amulets, 

E 
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O'er whose bright straths an endless whirl of gloom 

and glory flits, 

Oona, my fair Oona, with the sunlight in thine 

eyes ! 

VI. 

A lovely glen I know 
Where harebells sweetly grow, 
And ambient tides of beauty flow through the long 

summer day ; 
Where the burn with hollow croon laps the pebbles on 
its way. 
And the treasure-seeker sips the flower in soft 
melodious dream : 
O it were Heaven, beneath the shade lit by the 

shimmering ray. 
To drink thy legendary lore, and Hst thy mountain lay, 
Oona, my fair Oona of the soul-entrancing beam ! 

VII. 

There I have built a bower — 
And many a curious flower — 
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many mystic herbs and flowers and golden-blossom'd 

trees, 
That sing low tunes ai\d ring sweet bells upon the 

scented breeze — 
With mine own hands, my beloved, for thee Fve 

planted there ; 
And thou ma/st hear sweet ring-doves coo in faint 

sweet ecstasies, 
While thou dost touch thy harp beside our flowering 

trellises, 
Oona, my sweet Oona, with the sunlight in thy 

hair ! 



VIII. 

in this lovely glen, 
Far from the haunts of men, 
'Twere sweet to think the worid no more a strange and 

wayward churi ; 
'Twere sweet to list the gloaming songs of mavis and of 
merle; 
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'Twere sweet to watch the autumnal moon in shad- 
owy splendour rise ! 
What gem in all Golconda's caves, what ruby or what 

pearl, 
Could match one sweet, one raven tress of my true 
Highland girl. 
My Oona, my fair Oona, with the sunlight in thine 
eyes 1 

IX. 

Come ! and my song shall be 
A song of songs to thee, 
A song of beauty, inasmuch as it shall all declare 
The dreams I dreamed when Spring had prankt my 
thorn with jewels rare. 
The dreams in which I saw thee shine, my love and 
my heart's goal, 
Until I drank the incense of thy circumambient air, 
And felt the unseen censer thou for evermore dost 
bear, 
Oona, my sweet Oona, with the sunlight it thy 
soul! 
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Come ! and my song to thee 
A song of songs shall be, 
A song of glory, inasmuch as mountain, vale, and 

strand, 
And those blue gleaming lakes that stud thine own 

dear Northern land, 
Shall float into the poet's dream with beauty rich 

and rare, 
And gild with light for ever more the seasons sweet 

and bland, 
While we go singing on unto the Sunset hand in hand, 
O Oona, my fair Oona^ with the sunlight in thy hair ! 
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JEANIE GRAY. 



I. 

The wild bird sang sweet at the break o' the morning. 

The gowan bloom'd fair i' the Spring o' the year, 
When weary frae lang years o' wand'ring returning 

I 'sought the blue hills to my heart aye sae dear. 
I gaed to the braes where, beside the sweet Yarrow, 

I tentit my lambs thro' the blythe simmer day ; 
And down the lang glen, wi' my heart fu' o' sorrow, 

I lookit for Jeanie, my sweet Jeanie Gray. 
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II. 



I gaed to the spot where our young loves were 
plighted, 
The Untie sang sweetly as ever to me, 
And thro' the blue mists the bright morning beams 
lighted 
My Jeanie's dear hame 'neath the bonny ha' tree. 
I gaed to her hame— 'twas cauld and forsaken ; 
The thistle had sprung where the warm hearth- 
stane lay. 
And the robin was chirpin' as if to awaken 

Frae death's early slumbers my sweet Jeanie Gray. 



III. 



I spier^d a herd-laddie I met on the mountain, 
But naething o' Jeanie he tauld unto me ; 

I spier'd a sweet maiden wha sang by the fountain. 
But only she wipit the tear frae her e'e. 
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At last I sat doon where a bird strangely flitting 
Bang out a wild story o' dule and o' wae ; 

Ah ! there she was lying, and there, lanely sitting, 
I grat o'er the grave o' my sweet Jeanie Gray. 
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LADY ANN. 



I. 

My beauteous neighbour, Lady Ann, 

Is far the lovliest maid I know ; 
In azure night and rosy dawn 

She roves where flowering hawthorns blow. 
And she has grown so sweet, so sweet. 

And every path she roves so dear, 
That my poor heart would cease to beat 

Did I not know her living near. 

F 
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II. 

My neighbour is most neighbourly : 

Oft in her antique garden chair 
She reads a pleasant book to me, 

While amVous Zephyr woos her hair. 
And we've been neighbours now so long 

That she with me can freely walk ; 
And she has grown to love my song, 

And verily I love her talk. 



III. 

At church I see her in her pew, 

And oft my foolish heart is vext, 
When, dreaming of her eyes so blue, 

I lose the good old parson's text. 
And when the holy psalm she sings 

Among her rustic nymphs and swains. 
My ravish'd soul unfolds bright wings, 

And soars to heaven with her sweet strains. 
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IV. 

My neighbour bears Love's saintly light 

To shepherd's cot and baron's haU, 
And every spot grows sweet and bright 

On which her heavenly glances fall. 
And she has liv'd without regret 

So long remote from bustling town, 
That now I love her every whit, 

Even down to her sweet rustic gown. 



V. 

but for my dear Lady Ann, 

A moping bookworm I had grown ; 

But since I loved her, grove and lawn 

Around my heart their spalls have thrown. 

And now I fling aside my book. 
And sally to the meadow flowers, 

For well I know the hill, the brook, 
The grove, and I, may claim her ours. 
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VI. 

The lintwhite's song so loud and shrill, 

The stockdove's tale, the cuckoo's call, 
The bleatings from the verdant hill — 

With her I hear and love them all. 
I know the simple joys, the sweets 

That bounteous Nature freely gives 
To him who in her green retreats 

Beside some gentle neighbour lives. 



VII. 

God bless my neighbour, Lady Ann ! 

This world had been a desert drear, 
And I had been a morbid man. 

Had I not known her Uving near. 
Her hieart to me she may not give, 

Yet life can be no joyless span 
While heaven permits me thus to live 

So near to my sweet Lady Ann. 
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BENEATH THE SUMMER MOON. 



I. 

Beneath the summer moon we walk, 

And we are blest and young, 
And aye in light and shade we talk 

What harper grey hath sung j 
What harper grey hath sung in times 

Of old chivalric day, 
Until in dreams we hear the rhymes 

Of his rude antique lay. 



\ 
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II. 

Beneath the summer moon we go 

As blest as blest can be ; 
And aye thy whisperings sweet and low 

Come softly unto me ; 
Come softly unto me, my love, 

Beneath the silver moon. 
Till all the stars within the skies 

Do chant a heavenly tune ! 



III. 

Beneath the summer moon, my sweet. 

The jewelled sward upon, 
In blissful dreams of love we twain 

Oft talk of being one ; 
Oft talk of being one, my love. 

And then descends on me 
\ A vision of a rustic home 

Beneath a hawthorn tree. 



\ 



\ 



\ 



\ 



\ 
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SWEET BE THE VALE OF THY REST. 



I. 

Sweet be the vale of thy rest 

Amidst the bright regions of day ! 

May light from the Fountain of Glory invest 
Thy spirit for ever and aye. 



II. 

Bright be the path of thy feet 

Throughout the sweet land of thy dreams ! 
The songs of thy harp be unfailing and sweet 

Beside the calm crystalline streams ! 
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III. 

Flowers ever bright, ever young, 

Thy fields and thy valleys adorn I 
May Heaven make thy beauty most wondrous 
among 
The sons and the daughters of mom ! 



IV. 

Songs of deliverance and joy 

Flow round the bright sphere of thy soul ! 
The tides of thy glory unstain'd with alloy 

Through love-lit eternities roll. 
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TO ONE IN HEAVEN. 



I. 

Often from mine earthly dwelling, 

I look up unto the skies, 
Where in cadence sweet are swelling 

Thy celestial harmonies. 



II. 

Then I see thee in bright vision 
Singing in thine Eden-hom^, 

And to me thy songs Elysian 
And thy heavenly harpings come. 

G 
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III. 
Then thy beauty like the morning 

Shines upon my path so drear, 

And my heart in me is burning 

As if thou didst hover near. 

IV. 

Hope says to my wearied spirit, 
" Take my mantle — call it thine ! " 

And I take it, and I wear it. 
And my life seems aU divine. 

V. 

Rivers of celestial glory 

Flood the country of my soul, 

Tinge the mountains bleak and hoary. 
Through the darkling valleys roll. 

VI. 

Earth and Heaven seem sweetly blending, 
All things seem divine and fair. 
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And ascending and descending, 
Angels seem to wing the air. 

VII 

Beauty all around seems glowing. 

And, like one beatified, 
I lift up my voice while going 

Onward through the world so wide. 



VIII. 

And my song grows sweeter, stronger, 
And my heart and soul more free, 

From earth's mists and clouds the longer 
I enraptured dream of thee. 

IX. 

For I know that Love has made thee 

Blessed as the angels are. 
That no cloud can e'er o'ershade thee. 

Or bedim thy Morning Star. 



60 TO ONE IN HEAVEN. 

X. 

For I know that Love has led thee 
Upwards to her heights sublime, 

And for evermore hath wed thee 
To the rapture of her clime. 

XI. 

Human nature could not bind thee 
To thine earthly mansion long, 

Yet the grace thou left'st behind thee 
Lives within my heart and song. 

XII. 

Low thy human form now lieth. 
Thou hast run and reached thy goal. 

Yet thine image never dieth 
In the chamber of my soul. 

XIII. 

There it evermore is blooming 
Like some rich perennial flower, 
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Bright when storms are o'er me glooming, 
Sweet in sorrow's bitter hour. 



XIV. 

Am I weak or am I weary 1 
Am I faltering in life's way 1 

Seems the world all dark and dreary ] 
Have my skies no cheering ray ? 



XV. 

Then the pure light of thy beauty 
Shines as bright as e'er it shone, 

Gilds the rugged path of Duty, 
Gleams before m© — leads me on ! 



XVI. 

Radiant souls like thine are ever 
Lamps unto our wearied feet, 

f 

Streams from Love's Eternal River 
Making mortal life more sweet. 
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XVII. 

Thy pure sweetness Memory hoardeth 
All through life's increasing years, 

And True Love thy requiem wordeth 
While her eyes overflow with tears. 

XVIII. 

Memory hoards thy heavenly sweetness, 
Love, though weeping, knows right well 

That Heaven's beauty in completeness 
Out of Heaven can never dwell. 

XIX. 

Now, in bright perfection shining. 

Heaven's own blessings thou dost prove, 

And thy life knows no declining, 
And thy life no end of love. 

XX. 

Bright around thy heavenly mansion 
Amaranthine flowers are twined ; 
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Thine is now the full expansion 
Of the glorious angel mind, 

XXI. 

Earthly friendships cannot win thee 

From thy beauteous Paradise ; 
Strongly, sweetly now within thee, 

Thou dost feel Heaven's blessed ties. 



XXII. 

Clothed in raiment white thou goest 
'Mong the dear redeemed of God — 

Friends so sweet as now thou knowest. 
Never cheer'd thine earthly road. 



XXIII. 

Fairer than aught here thou livest 
In thy bright land evermore. 

And unto my heart thou givest 
Songs more heavenly than of yore. 
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XXIV. 

Misery's share can (baw no furrow 
O'er thy beauty's deathless glow^ 

Nor can carking care or sorrow 
Mar thy numbera' joyous flow, 

XXV. 

Still I see thee while thou pourest 
Thy rich songs by fountain sheen. 

Or in bright celestial forest, 
Or in valleys sweet and green, 

XXVI. 

Still I see thee in bright vision 
Singing in thine Eden-home, 

And to me thy songs Elysian 
And thy glorious harpings come, 

^:xvii. 
Still through Faith's clear vista gazii^ 

Thy brigh: city I behold ; 
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« 

Heaven's eternal Sun is blazing 
O'er its domes and spires of gold. 



XXVIII. 

And I pray that God may guide me 
, Onward to thy Heaven of Love, 
And that I, whatever betide me, 
His supporting grace may prove. 



XXIX. 

Still I pray that thou wilt meet me 

In thy land of liberty ; 
That thou soon or late wilt greet me 

With some paean wild and free. 



XXX. 

Still I pray that I may ever, 

'Mong the blest and glorified, 
Tune my harp beside the river 

That through God's bright land doth glide. 

H 
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And I onward go — still pressing 
Through the world of toil and strife — 



Hopes of such exalted life. 
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O ASK ME NOT. 



I. 

O ask me not for songs to-night ! 

A dream of other years 
Comes o'er my soul with sad sweet light, 

And fills mine eyes with tears. 



II. 

To-night, to-night, my heart is sad. 
For mem'ry, looking back. 

Sees joyous forms in beauty clad, 
And lingers on their track. 



G8 ASK ME NOT. 

III. 

Then comes a thrilling voice to me, 
Which in my spirit made 

A rare and wondrous melody, 
Through days of light and shade. 



IV. 

I feel its sweet entrancing power ; 

It sounds like ocean's swell 
Low moaning through some Nereid's bower. 

Or in the hollow shell. 



V. 

I hear it, and heaven's choral band 

That sweet voice also hears ; 
It sings, I weet, in love's bright land, 
. And Hope dries up my tears. 
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THE SONG OF SORROW. 



I. 

I sit me down in life's crooked byeways — 

Here sorrowful forms are threading their way ; 

I wander into Ufe's flowery highways- 
Even here I list pale Misery's lay. 

Each merry burst of laughter that greets me 
Is swallowed up in a sorrowful wail ; 

And each weird haggard face that meets me 
To my innermost soul speaks a terrible tale. 

This mournful song upheaves for ever 
From life's dark vale of tears and sighs — 

While gold is the god of this world there will never 
Upspring a fair Eden to gladden our eyes. 
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11. 

Then there cometh a glory as bright as Aurora, 

And shoots its bright beam thro' my sorrowful song ; 
And I cry to the Star of the long promised morrow, 

How long wilt thou tarry 1 how long 1 how long ? 
I catch a glimpse of bright garments gleaming 

Thro' some mighty rent in the stormy skies, 
And earth seems heaven till I wake from my dreaming 

To hear the echoes of human cries. 
This mournful song upheaves for ever 

From life's dark vale of tears and sighs — 
While gold is the god of this world there will never 

Upspring a fair Eden to gladden our eyes. 
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THE LAST SONG. 



I. 

Come thou and look on me when I am dead, 
When lowly in the twilight lies this head, 
And light has gone out of mine eyes ! 
O come and see me then, but not till then. 
Nor come with tears and sighs. 
But sweetly leb the song arise, 
"In Heaven, dear love, we twain shall meet again." 



\ 
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II. 



Come thou and look upon my pallid clay, 
All that will soon be left from youth's bright day. 

And give me but two kisses more, 
One on iny lips, one on my dewy brow ; 

Yet come not to deplore. 
But say, "If he was dear before. 
He is unutterably dearer now." 



III. 

And if when thou hast taken thy last look 

Of him who was thy bird, thy bower, thy book, 

If then thou shouldest drop a tear 
Because I am no more 'mong living men, 

Think thou of love's bright sphere. 
And let the song rise sweet and clear, 
"In Heaven, dear love, we twain shall meet again.'' 
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THE BROKEN HEART 



I. 

Tarewell for evennore, since it must be, 

Farewell to thee ! 
Albeit thou hast often lured me wrong, 

Yet this sad song 
In burning characters would fain entwine 

Thy name with mine 
But that were but tenfold to multiply 

My misery. 

I 
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II. 



My morn of life rose beautiful and fair, 

No cloud was there f 
And thou, false love, didst say thou loved'st me- 

And I loved thee. 
Nor ween'd I that my beauty and my faith 

Could suffer death. 
Alas ! I knew not then the thorn oft grows 

Beside the rose. 



III. 

Hope's siren music drew me far too high, 

Now where am II 
My dream was all too sweet, too wild to last — 

'Tis past ! 'tis past ! 
And now I am a weak unhallowed thing, 

Evanishing, 
Like some pale phantom through the midnight air 

God knoweth where. 
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IV. 

My veil of beauty has been rent in twain, 

And I am slain, 

T 

Slain in the pride of my most beauteous youth, 

And virgin truth. 

Well didst thou say that I was sweet and fair, 

ravisher ! 

Many look down upon me and my woe, 

None pity show. 



V. 

And yet, false love, deem me not unblest 

While there is rest 
In store for me and all such weary mortals 

Beyond Death's portals. 
Sorrow and want have my companions been 

Through life's sad scene ; 
Yet for such weeping. Magdalens as I, 

Did Jesus die. 



76 THE BROKEN HEART. 



VI. 



For me the silence of the grave, I weet, 

Will be most sweet. 

Daisies will bloom above me lovingly, 

Though foul am I ; 

Wild birds will sing sweet requiems over me, 

Green sward will cover me. 

So now farewell my love, my misery. 

Farewell to thee. 
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A PRAYER 



I. 

Lord, I am weak and faltering. 
And often led astray ; 

My soul is often languishing 
Far from thy holy way. 



II. 

My heart through sin is often made 
Dark sorrow's dwelling place, 

And oft from thee in deepest shade 
I fain would hide my face. 



78 A PRAYER. 



III. 



But thou dost know my heart, O God, 

And every thought therein ; 
Thou seest me leave thy heavenward road, 

.And choose the path of sin. 

IV. 

Thou seest me wander from Thy light, 

Yet Thou dost not consume, 
Nor liftest Thou Thy hand to smite. 

Nor speak'st my final doom. 

v. 
Lord for sweet Emmanuel's sake. 

Who pleadeth for me still. 
Forgive my sins, do Thou me take 

Up to Thy Holy Hill. 

VI. 

Dispel each vain delusive light, 
That tempts my heart to stray, 
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And' lead me from the shades of night, 
Into Thy shining day. 



VII. 

G let my cares and sorrows prove 

Thy monitors to me, 
And draw me with the cords of love 

And. I shall follow Thee. 
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THE MINIATURE. 



In this beauteous miniature 
Glows the beauty sweet and pure, 
Gleams the calm and blessed light 
Of my joyous mountain sprite ; 
Shines the glory which will shine 
In my heart's most sacred shrine, 
While the hill, the glen, the tree. 
Yield one pleasing charm to me ; 
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While for me the green robed spring 
Makes the moorland bird to sing, 
Brings one blossom to adorn 
My beloved ancient thorn. 

II. 
In this miniature complete 
I see thy native beauty sweet : 
The meek, the calm, the spiritual grace, 
The shadowy glory of thy face ; 
The lines by Genius' pencil wrought 
Which speak thy wealth of golden thought, 
Thy fancy which with eagle eye 
Looks on the Day-god fearlessly — 
I see thee here, my lovely sprite, 
Through whose pure and blessed light 
Sweet balm unto my soul distils ; 
My Oona of the purple hills. 
My spiritual love, I see thee all. 
The dear, the sweet original. 
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III. 



The Genius of thy mountains thou 

To me dost seem ; so bright thy brow 

Towering beneath those raven curls 

That fall around a neck of pearls ; 

So fine the gleam of thy blue eye, 

So bold its native energy, 

So glorious in its eagle gaze 

Burns the light splendour of the blaze 

That tips thy mountain peaks of snow ! 

And like sunset's roseate glow 

Bloom the roses of thy cheek; 

And those silent lips now speak 

The music of each lone blue tarn, 

The strains that float round moonlit cairn. 

The fragments of dead minstrel's lay 

Which linger on the mountain way. 

And seem unto the shepherd's ear 

The music of some blissful sphere. 
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IV. 



Oh, in the credulous days of youth 
I held each wizard tale for sooth, 
And dream'd of fays who haunt the cells 
Of mountain blooms and heather bells. 
Who trip in wild fantastic rings 
Around witch elms and haunted springs, 
And wear the moonlit hours away 
In dance and soiig and wild deray. 
Ah me ! how little ween'd I then 
That from her own weird highland glen, 
From secret cleft of mountain^hoar, 
Or from some Correi's rocky shore, 
From forest bloom, or heather bell, 
(I cannot say where she did dwell) 
A lovely fay, fair Oona hight. 
Would qome to me all gaily dight, 
And weave her spells my heart around 
Till I her willing thrall were bound, 
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And hung in sweetest ecstasy 
Upon her spirit-speaking eye. 

V. 

My Oona of the the purple hills, 
My fair, my charming poetess, 
I see thee here my bosom thrills 
With many a curious thought of bliss, 
And many a low familar tune 
Which I have sung beneath the moon. 
And many a song of minstrel gray 
Which thou didst love in olden day, 
Comes faintly, sweetly back to me. 
Till I am all alone with thee. 
In the very path i' the wood 
Where we talked in blessed mood ; 
Alone with thee, the minstrel's stay 
And solace on life's thorny way. 
His best belov'd. blest the bard 
Who wins such maiden's fond regard ! 
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SONNET. 



Sweet Muse, wherefore wilt thou fly away 1 
Thou wert the solace of my tender years : 
Did Faith grow cold ? did Hope withold her ray t 
Thou earnest like a daughter of the spheres ; 
Thou earnest with wild laughter and sweet tears, 
And pourd'st rich music o'er my lonely way. 
O thou whom fondest gratitude endears, 
Thou who didst first inspire my artless rhyme, 
Why does thine aspect chill thy votary's heart I 
Come ! let us pledge that we no more shall part. 
That we shall be as in the olden time. 
And live and love, until we pass together 
From Earth's cold shadows into Heaven's fair 

weather ; 
From mortal life to Being's endless prime. 
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MY LILY- MAID. 



I. 

My Love is a white lily blooming sweet 

Down in the song-land of a rosy June ; 
My love has many a wondrous song, I weet, 

And low sweet tune. 



II. 

My love is bound by many golden links 

To Heaven and Light, to Grace and Melody ; 
My love glides through the forest boughs, nor 
thinks 

Of weary me. 
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III. 

Ye lilies, have ye seen your sister pass 1 

Have ye grown paler in her beautjr's sheen ? 
Have her light feet upon the meadow-grass 

This morning been 1 

IV. 

O ye white lilies, tell your sister dear 

That she is loved, and that my love will glow 
In blossoming beauty o'er the vernal year, 

And winter snow. 

V. 

Bloom, ye sweet heavens ! bloom o'er my lily-maid ! 
Give her sweet buds, ye flowering forests trim ! 
The cowslip and the primrose from your shade. 

The violet dim. 

VI. 

My love is bound by many golden links 

To Heaven and Light, to Grace and Melody ; 
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My love glides through the singing pines, nor 
thinks 

Of weary me. 



VII. 

Wherefore my oaten pipe must feebly plain, 

And some low dolorous tune of love must try. 
Lest my wild heart enamoured of its pain 

Should break and die. 
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MARGARET, 
A Sketch, 



There's none more divinely soul'd among all the 

maidens than she ; 
There's none whose heart breathes more of Heaven 

and Heaven's simplicity ; 
There's none more like the saintly maidens in the 

Blessed Word ; 
Kone more full of the charity of our redeeming Lord ; 

K 
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No Beauty is more wondrous sweet, more mTstical to 

me, 
No melody more love-begot, than her pure melody ; 
For Holy Love and Christian Faith, sweet sisters 

twain, are met 
Within the high and heavenly soul of this fair 

Margaret. 



n. 

And in her quiet home among the pleasant shades she 

lives. 
And her life the fruits of Peace and Love in rich 

profusion gives : 
She lives and dies for her dear Lord — for her dear 

Lord alone ; 
Save in her little nook o' the world she is but little 

known ; 
She is but little known to the world, yet a higher 

fame has she 
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Than the fame that follows the pride of Earth and the 

gilt of vanity ! 
:^e needs not the splendid baubles for which gross 

natures fret — 
''The love of the Lord ia more than the world to this 

true Margaret. 



III. 



Her life a peaceful tenor keeps within her green 

retreat ; 
From Nature's book she drinks delights all holy, cahn, 

-and sweet ; 
From Nature's ample book she gleans a richer, nobler, 

store 
Of spiritual wealth than can be gleaned from Earth's 

sublimest lore. 
Around her bower so bounteously each summer's sweets 

are strown, 
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Unto the generous sylvan sprites, methinks the maid 

is known : 
Bright blooming furze and eglantine, and pansies 

streak'd with jet, 
And harebells rare are blooming fair around this 

Margaret. 



What holy joy is hers to see the foot-prints of the 

Spring ; 
To hear through the long summer day the leafy arches 

ring; 
To watch the lights and shadows through the ancient 

forest flit ; 
And read the mystic language on flowers and leaflets 

writ. 
Yet joys of more celestial kind the beauteous dreamer 

stir, 
And Heaven with all its glories is veiy near to her ; 



MARGARET. 93 

She hears the Song that will not die — ^the Light that 

will not set 
Illumes the calm and heavenly mind of this fair 

Mai;garet. 



V. 

ISow oA when in the gloaming I meet her in her walk; 
I think, Does my biy-maiden with the blessed angels 

talkl 
Does she live in Heaven as well as on Earth 1 In very 

sooth is it given 
To her to roam the blissful fields of Love's resplendent 

Heaven 1 
And oft when I catch a glimpse of her deep and 

beautiful eyes 
She seems so much above me that hope in my bosom 

dies^ 
That hope in my bosom dies— I would ask but one 
violet 
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To keep through all my life for thie sake of this sweet 
Margaret. 



VI. 



Love, to what strange fancies and dreams thou 

givest birth ! 
How high thy strong pinions can bear us o'er the 

Earth! 
How sweetly thou dost lead us through groves of 

wondrous sheen 
Away from the sins and sorrows of this phantasmal 

scene ! 
♦O Loye, what joys celestial thou bringest unto me ! 
There's a music I ne'er heard before in streamlet and 

in tree ; 
There's a splendour in eacl? sunrise and in each rich 

sunset 

1 never saw before I knew this heavenly Margaret. 
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vn. 



The hills axe clothed with beauty ; it is Love's rosy 

dawn ; 
The beauteous Earth in golden chains to Heaven 

seems upward drawn : 
*Tis Nature's reawakening; it is the spring o' the 

year; 
The woodbine breaks in blossom, for my love she 

liveth near ; 
My love she liveth near to me in her dear rural home, 
And through the woods into my heart her pure sweet 

light doth come ; 
And aye on her fair brows I see Love's gleaming 

coronet ; 
So spiritual in her loveliness is this sweet Margaret. 



VIIL 



And she goeth ever onward with sweet humility ; 
And evermore she is singing a song of songs to me ; 
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A song of such pure glory and rich abundant grace 
That all my thoughts are lifted up unto some heavenly 

place ; 
Yea, unto Love's dear Heaven itself wbjere angek 

shining go 
Through fields and valleys shimmering vx their- 

immortal glow ; 
Through fields where life ne'er pines with grief of 

dim earthborn regret. 
To such high heights my soul is drawn by this ixw, 

Margaret. 



And she goeth ever onward most bles3ed in her lot | 

There's none more full of music, and none more full 
of thought ; 

Ther6 is no higher womanhood, no purer nobleness ; 

There is no sweeter country girl, when in her wood- 
land dress 
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She reads beneath the gnarled oak, through the bahuy 

summer hours, 
Or wanders o'er the meadows pied — for she is a lover 

of flowers ; 
For she is a lover of flowers ; the lily and the violet, 
And all fair Flora's Sisterhood are friends to Margaret. 



X. 

And she goeth ever onward most blessed in her lot ; 

And she looketh ever sunward and drinketh heavenly 
thought 'j 

Already she seems to feel the joys of Heaven's unend- 
ing year ; 

For she knoweth the true and perfect Star of Love that 
yet will appear : 

She looketh away beyond the mists and the floating 
shadows of Time, 

To the beauty of heaven, the glory of earth, and Being s 
golden prime ; 
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To the time when the true hearted and the lovely 

shall be met. — 
Such to my earthly vision is this heavenly Mai^aret. 
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ADOWNTHE PRIMROSE PATH. 



I. 

Adown the primrose path with you, 

My true love, Margaret, 
How sweet to brush the silver dew 

From rose and violet ; 
From rose and violet, my love, 

Throughout the Golden Prime, 
While lintwhites carol in the grove. 

And drowsy beetles chime. 
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II. 

Adown the primrose path, my love, 

Our liearts will svveetlv blend ; 
With psalm« and hymns and spiritual son^s 

Rejoicing to the end ; 
Rejoicing on, while songs of hope 

Love/s endless Ix^ing stir, 
And flowers and trees most sweetly drop 

With frankincense aud myrrh. 



III. 

Adown the primrose path 6f life 

In dreams of bliss we/ll go, 
While roses o'er the land are rife 

And snow-white lilies blow ; 
And snow-white lilies blow, my sweet, 

And pinks and jewels rare, 
And kingcups and rathe cowslips meet 

To wreathe my lady's hair. 
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IV. 

Adown the primrose path we'll go 

A -praising God together, 
Through light and shade, through weal and woe. 

Through spring and winter weather ; 
Through spring and winter. my sweet, 

And every step we rove 
Will bring our hearts more near unto 

The Palaces of Love. 




^mm 
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THE DAy HAS LEFT. 



I* 

The day has left on the mountains 

A fringe of golden hue ; 
The gloaming with pearls is adorning 

The rose and the violet blue. 



1 rove through the silent pinewood, 

And in sweet ecstacy 
I dream of a blue-eyed maiden, 

Who has given her heart to me. 
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III. 

I see the summer's guy garlands 

Around her cottage blow, 
And I say, Can the lillies and roses 

Of me 'ind my heart s love know. 

IV. 

I see the smoke from ner cottage 

In the azure soft upciu-l'd, 
And I say, Can this sweet maiden 

Love me more than all the world. 

I 

V. 

O blesssd be this maiden 

Of loveliness divine, 
For she has given to my keeping 

•A jewel of glorious shine. 

VL 

For by her f^ice fair-blushing 
Through her long raven hair ; 
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And by lier cheeks that bloss<>m 
Witli pearls and rubies rai*e ; 



VII. 



Aiid by the deep deep lustre 

Of her two azure eyes, 
And by the heaven of meaniug 



That iu each bright orb lies. 



VIII. 

I know my leal leal maideii 
Has given her heart to me, 

And there is never a blessing 
On earth that so sweet can be. 
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ACROSTIC. 



May the bright and Morning Star 

Always shine within thy skies I 
Eadiant be thy thoughts that are 

Gathered round Love's Paradise I 
Always be thy spirit's eyes 

Besting on the fields of Heaven ! 
Ever Christ-ward be thy sighs 

Till we meet redeemed — forgiven ! 



M 
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INCONSTANCY. 



I. 

Hope, thou fair delusive maid, 

How sweet thy blue eyes on me smiled 
As by the mountain tarn we strayed, 

Or through the bright flower-tangled wild. 
How fondly I, gay Fancy's child, 

Attuned my mountain harp to thee, 
While dreams my wareless heart beguiled 

Of wondrous glories yet to be. 
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II. 



I saw the nightly shadows melt, 

And radiant dawn the East invest, 
When first I drank thy light and felt 

The wild pulsations of thy breast. 
And when the sun was high uprist. 

And all the hills in splendoui shone. 
Thy glowing cheek I tum'd and kiss'd- 

I said the world is all oui* own ! 



III. 

Then, fir^d gloriously by thee, 

I sang the songs that Genius loves ; 
I thought to draw the world to me 

As Orpheus' lute drew listening groves. 
I felt that noble pride that moves 

The slave to act the hero's part, 
Nor ween'd that one false friend oft proves 

A blight unto the feeling heart. 
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IV. 



I ween'd not thou wouldst faithless prove, 

Whose beauty was my life and light ; 
That mountain, vale, and stream, and grove 

In robes less fair could seem bedight. 
I ween'd not that my heart's delight. 

My harp, could lose its old sweet tone, 
For thou wert mine enchantress bright, 

And Heaven and Earth seem'd all our own. 



v. 

Where wert thou when the shadows fell. 

And Night bedimmed Cnjation's face 1 
What fiend then marred thy potent spell 

That thou didst fly my fond embrace 1 
Thou fledd'st — of thee I saw no trace 

Within the world so dark and wide. 
Nor foimd I in my heart a place 

Where one like thee might well abide. 



INCONSTANCY. 109 



VI. 



The very harp whose strings were strook 

So sweetly on the mountain way, 
In thy relentless scorn partook. 

And mocked me with its wild deray. 
It gave to me no pleasing lay 

To sooth my heart so wildly wrung ; 
I knew it felt thy demon-sway. 

The wretched thing aside I flung. 



VII. 

My home among the mountains wild 

I left, the sport of every wind ; 
What comfort could my heart beguil'd 

In my once happy home now find 1 
•No heavenly spell was there to bind 

The chain of faith so rudely riven, 
No joy to cheer a spirit blind 

Even to the glories of Love's Heaven. 
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VIII. 

No more for me Heaven's blessed light 

Enclasped the Earth with silver zone , 
No more for me Spring's garlands bright 

O'er hill and strath were richly strown. 
The lint-white's song, the streamlet's tone 

Had now no pleasing charms for me, 
For all that I had lov'd and known 

But seem'd an empty phantasy. 



IX. 

Griefs agony has reach'd its height 

When our last friend has tum'd away, 
When all the world has sunk in night 

For lack of friendship's cheering ray ; 
When o'er life's bleak and lonely way 

Thick crowd the ghosts of joys long gon©, 
And Memory seems a chamber gray 

With dead and wither'd flowers bestrown. 
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Yet wherefore weep that hearts grow cold 1 

That youtt 's enchanting dreams deceive 1 
The narrow house baneath the mould 

All earthly sorrow can relieve. 
No demon-hope has power to grieve 

The silent one that slumbers there, 
Nor round the senseless clay can weave 

Her gossamers as false as fair. 



•;^?»'gr£0'^?!t 
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THE RUSTIC BARD, 

A Sketch, 



I. 

I, wha hae lilted sweet o' holt and dean, 

0' T\itch and glamoiirie, and nut-brown mayde^ 
I, wha hae sweetly sung the meltin' scene 

What time the primrose decks the hazel shade, 
What time the wuds in simmer weeds array 'd 

Gar shepherds pipe low in the greenwood shaw, 
Now doucely lay aside my cruik and plaid, 

And, trying Spenser's herp, sing what I saw 
Yestreen while drinkin' tea in Lady Margery's ha'. 
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n. 

My limpin' Muse wad surely fa' clean lame 

Gin I, douce, honest man, should try to speak 
The language o' the smirkin' courtly dame, 

The mimpin' damozel, and courtier sleek — 
How puir, how fushionless, how wairsh, how weak. 

Compared wi' mine auncient Border tongue ! 
I wad grow hairse and dwine into a squeak, 

Gin I sang ither sangs than those I sung 
Low down amang the broom when life and luve 
were young. 



III. 

weel I wat that never sic a sicht 
Has cross'd my e'en sin that eventfu' day 

When I, a poet-bairn first saw the licht. 

And hail'd the buxom earth wi' wawling lay ; 

0' belted knights, and lords, and ladies gay, 
0' buckles, brooches, snoods, and kirtles sheen, 

N 
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Ne'er have I witnessed siccan wild deray, 

(Not even at Beltane on the dewy green). 
As I, in Lady Margery's ha' btheld yestreen. 



IV. 

To tell hoo I in fidgets tuik my way 

Doon to the Ha' expe,ckin' " Come in bye" ; 
An' hoo a lanky fitman ran a tray 

Into my ribs, though cardies nane had I ; 
To tell hoo skirFd the merry minstrelsy, 

While I by fitman braw was usher'd in, 
'Midst gems and gowd and ither finery, 

'Midst tabors, flutes and fifes and siccan din, 
Wald need a langer sang than I hae time to spin. 



V. 



We a' had set us the bis: table round — 

Wi' scons and buns I heard it growl and gi'ane ; 
Mass John the grace pronounced ; a mmnblin' soond 
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0' teeth and gums and voices raise amain ; 
And weel I wot my Ledy was fu' fain 

To rax the laif unto a man sae douce 
As I, Rab Afleck, poet, (better nane), 

Altho' I sat as silent as kirk-mouse ; 
wow ! it was a mighty odds frae my bien house. 



VI. 



Blate tho' I was, I trow I didna miss 

The quips, and cranks, and tit-bits that were gaun > 
Rab Afleck was still Rab ; neist me, guidness ! 

There sat a bonny mayde like rose new blawn ; 
Fement there sat a mumpin' gentleman, 

A bachelor gledgin' oor way now and then ; 
And snugly here ensconced on my left han' 

There sat a colonel o' the regimen,' 
Or some auld-warld lairdie whilk might bo ca'd 
Gockpen. 
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vn. 



And here was ane, a stere and gruesome carle, 

Auld Peter o' the Painch weel mote he be 
His waulin' een tauld me he loo'd the warl', 

And had pla/d mony a queer and daft pliskee ; 
A politician gude, I trow, was he — 

ne'er can I forget how he ran on, 
And hash'd political economy, 

As if he wad hae brak' the State's backbone, 
Or made the dulefu' Kirk the cowl and sackcloth 
don. 



vni. 

Here sat a hunter snell as Januere, 

Wha gim'd and show'd his teeth like ony brock ; 
He was as towzy as a Greenland here. 

And tauld his tale at first wi' raven croak ; 
But sune it seem'd as if he damb the rock, 

And baited in his den the bristly boar ; 



THE EUSTIC BARD. 117 

Into sic eldritch skrieighs and laughs he broke — 

Ah me ! methinks I never saw before 
A chield at ance sae fierce, sae withered, auld, and 
hoar. 



IX. 

The younker chields a' gap'd and waul'd amazed ; 

For me, I didna mind the crabbit tyke ; 
I kent that he was auld and unco crazed, 

And said sic things his crazy eild mote like. 
His whids bizz'd out like hornets frae their byke, 

Nor kent he then how far agee to gae, 
Nor thocht, when he gat into siccan fyke, 

0' fiery een, and visage lean and blae. 
And jaws like nit-crackers, and black as ony slae. 



Here sat twa bodies, cantie carles aneuch. 
Wham Fortune fiur had sheathed in guid braid 
daith; 
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Ilk in his day, I trow, had held a pleugh, 
And noo, twa farmers braw, they were na' laith 

To talk o' pleughmen, horses, carts, and graith ; 
0' kye, and yows, and wathers on the hills ; 

O' brakeseugh, fitrot, and o' winter skaith, 
And cures and remedies for sl the ills, 

For aye their janglin t^mgues gaed like twa empty 
mills. 



XI. 

And there was ane whilk lovit white monie, 

Albeit a hantil mair she lovit gold ; 
Naething her blear'd and jaundiced ee mote sea 

But gear that mote for argosies be sold ; 
Naething her shrill and yelpin' yatter told 

But that whilk appertained to Croesus hoard ; 
Heaven shield the wight on whom her fangs laid 
hold, 

For truly with an elshun he was bor'd, 
For aye she did ygrov* 1 on that eternal chord ! 
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XII. 

And there was ane, gay fashion's courtly dame, 

A' buskit gaily out in glitterin' gear, 
Wi' blush that woke the bachelors's cauldrife flame. 

And een aft dew'd wi' fond poetic tear ! 
Albeit I wadna langer tarry here, 

For to shaw aff auld maydes was ne'er my wish, 
Yet maun I add — The Muse, wi' mien severe. 

Said that her mou' was like an awmous dish. 
And that she was withal a queer outlandish fish ! 



XIII. 

At length I lichted on a fair ladye, 

Whilk mindit me o' Jeanie o' the Cleusrh. 

When, hark ! I heard the "Parley vous franzee"- 
She was nae langer fine — I heard eneuch. 

Ah me ! the Frainch has an unyerthly seuch ! 
Ye leddies fine, wha wear the gowden brooch, 

How can ye fash wi' sic unhalesome deuch 1 



^ 
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baud ye canny to yer laither-Scotch, 
Nor gie yer minds awa to sic ill-faur'd hotch-potch. 



XIV. 

The tea set by, a queer norration raise ; 

Thinks I, Is this the crack o' the grandees ? 
Miss Binnie mum'd and grat owre airly days. 

And dichted her auld een till she gat ease : 
She tauld (I amaist thocht her telling lees, 

She was sae ronkly and sae auld a dame) 
Hoo mony knights she'd brought unto their knees, 

Hoo mony lords to her a-wooing came, 
And ither ferlies gran' whilk noo I winna name. 



XV. 

Miss Grizzie o' her auld-warld kinsmen spak ; 
She said that they were sprung frae bauld Norse 
King ; 
That in a tulzie they were never slack, 
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That aye their feats in auncient sang wad ring. 
Then syne wi' meikle speed she 'gan to bring 

The vices o' our age afore oor ee, 
And spak o' manhood wairsh and languishing, 

And wailit owre the warid's degen'racy, 
Till some were douf and glum, and some cried out 
tehee ! 



XVI. 

Miss Bessie Bell, frae buirdin schule new hame, 

And fu' o' music as she was o' lair, 
Then sang a ballant 'yont my power to name — 

They said it was some famous rhymin'-ware 
New brent frae France or Spain — some glowerit sair 

Upon the learned Bess, an ca'd it gran' ; 
For me, I scunnered at baith words and air — 

sweeter far " The Gaberiunzie Man " 
Whilk gude King Jamie made when reigning in 
ourLan' 
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XVII. 



My Leddy Pinkie spier'd the Colonel 

Gin he had served his Grace at Waterloo ; 
The Colonel thereon began pell-mell 

A wondrous tale ; the storm began to brew ; 
It seemed awhile as if he did pursue 

The hale Frainch nation, Bonyparte and a' ; 
He yerkit into siccan hullybelloo 

That his puir lugs ne'er heard, his e'en ne'er saw. 
What was gaun on elsewhere in Leddy Margery's 
Ha'. 



XVIII. 

When dune, it seem'd as if a venomous cleg 
Had stanged him, or as if he'd been in drink ; 

Then kindly he look'd on his scrimpit leg, 

Mair crin'd than kebbuck lang upon the bink ; 

The doitit silly carle e'en seem'd to think 
That wi' ballerney he could cram even me ; 
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And round about the house his e'en did blink, 
Pleased-like wi' a' — Ohon ! ohoneree ! 
. Sic haffins ne'er again on Earth I wish to see. 



XIX. 

To hear sic caterwauling jibberish, 

My blateness, whilk is natural, sune wore doon ; 
I crackit like a gun, and tuik my sneish, 

Until, belyve, I didna mind a croon ; 
Thinks I, gin this be life in city-toon 

Gin these be beauties in their traps arra/d, 
Gie me, gude heavens, my bonny Jeanie Broon, 

My cruik, my Bautie, and my maudin plaid, 
My hame doon i' the glen beneath the ha' tree's 
shade ! 



XX. 



To sing hoo knights and lairds and leddies spruce 
In shining circles roond about were set. 
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Hoo Mistress Betty spiet'd o' Leddy Bruce 
Gin nephew William was a captain yet — 

All ! sic a windin' thread could ne'er be plet. 
Ae thing I'll say — My Lady Margery 

And a' her kindness, I can ne'er forget ; 
With her aye let the minstreFs blessing be 

While bounteous Simmer hangs the blossoms on the 
tree. 

XXI. 

Spenserian herp, farewell ! — Yet ere we part, 

Ae moment on thy strings I fain would hang; 
And sing my Leddy's leal and Christian heart, 

Her Luve, her Charity, her Virtue Strang ! 
I wad sweep the magic strings alang 

Gin I were but to sing my Leddy's praise ; 
But hoo could I e'en name her in this sang, 

Or link wi siccan weak degenerate days, 
Ane o' sic peerless heart and sweet and guileless 
ways 1 
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XXII. 

Fareweel for evermair to braw cock-lairds, 

And ladies prankt in gowd and kirtles sheen ! 
What are their joys owre bagatelles and cairds 

To those o' shepherd in his glen at e'en 1 
Ye silken fops whilk owre life's grandeur grien, 

Whose wealth and rank nae lasting comfort gie, 
come ye doon unto life's humble scene, 

And 'yont the hallan sit awhile wi' me 
And leam what Peace and Love in shepherd's life 
may be 1 



XXIII. 

Fareweel for evennair to bagatelles. 
To ferdin' loo, and a' sic gimcrack things ; 

Nae mair I'U thraim o' smirkin' damozels, 
0' Spanish airs, and eke Italian springs — 

Ah ! how unlike the strains my wild herp rings 
On every breeze thro' the saft mune-licht hour, 
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When low within the dowie den mesings — 

Beside me, Jeanie, Nature's sweetest flower, 
And overhead the mune entbron'd in her high 
tower. 



xxnr. 

life, how puir, liow fushionless thy frame^ 

Gin thou dost lack Love's sweet simplicity ! 
I've been in Fashion's Warld, and dwelt wi' Fam6 ; 

I've drucken tea wi' mony a braw grandee ; 
And this my Jeanie, I will say to thee — 

A load o' siller is a load o' care, 
And sweet contentment is sweet liberty, 

And maketh spring and simmer everywhere. 
However puir the spot, however bleak aod bare. 
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WHEN HAIRSTS HAE A'. 



I. 

When hairsts hae a' been gathered in. 

And winds are cauld and nichts are lang ; 
When wives around the ingle spin, 

A-croonin' mony an auld Scotsh sang; 
then thy blythesome voice is miss'd. 

Thy winsome beauty I reca', 
But 0, the cheek I aft hae kissed 

Is caulder than December snaw. 
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n. 

When spring wi' balmy breath returns, 

And flings her gems out owre the lea> 
My weary heart within me burns — 

but for ae sweet blink o' thee. 
then thy mountain sangs are missed, 

Thy sweet, sweet smiles, thy blue, blue een ; 
And my wae heart aft langs to rest 

Wi' thee beneath the swaird o' green. 



III. 

When simmer hings her roses red, 

Sae bright and fair owre thy hour door, 
Ilk morn and e'en I pu' a bud 

As I for thee hae done of yore. 
then thy forest notes are missed. 

And wild birds sing sae waesomely, 
My lanesome heart aft langs to rest 

Beneath the lily swaird wi' thee. 
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IV. 

When autumn weaves her gowden threads 

In simmer's mantle sweet and green, 
I wander through the lanesome wuds, 

And dream o' thee and thy blue een. 
then thy blythesome voice is miss'd, 

Yet a' things saftly say to me, 
That sune amang the gude and blest 

I shall, my leal love, be wi' the. 



^^VgTii.'j^J 
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LOST AND FOUND. 



I. 

My dreams of life had all groA\'ii dim, 

And ray heart was aching again for him 

Whom I had raet in early years, 

Whom I had mourned with scalding tears. 

I knew he threaded life's weary scene, 

But a great gulf yawn'd our souls between ; 

At last I met him, and fc?ll on his breast. 

And our tears were mingled, and wc were blest. 
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II. 

He clasped me to his beating heart, 
As if we no more on earth could part ; 
He kiss'd my lips, and he stroked my hair, 
And said I was ever as true as fau\ 
With throbbing heart I heard him speak ; 
Alas ! his voice was low and weak ; 
His voice was weak, yet it was to me 
Earth's sweetest, holiest melody. 



III. 

His raven locks had all grown gray, 
But the sneering fiend had passed away. 
And to me he was sweeter and lovelier far 
Than when we gazed on the Evening Star. 
Within the blue eyes brightly shone 
The same dear light that I had known 
Ere vain and wretched sophistries 
Had rent asunder love s dear ties. 
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IV. 

The sorrow of years had pass'd away, 
And a rain of tears had cleared the day, 
And he was fair, and calm, and sweet. 
For he had kiss'd the Saviour's feet. 
AU mystery and doubt was past. 
And the truth had dawn'd upon him at last ; 
And he told me, O so tenderly, 
That he had come unto me to die. 



V. 

He told me of aU his wanderings ; 

How he had drunk of Marah's springs ; 

How his bread had been steep'd in bitter tears 

Through many dark and feverish years ; 

How some maligant demon's wrath 

Had urged him far from life's peaceful path. 

Had thrust through his heart a deadly brand, 

And driven him o'er a weary land. 
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VI. 

He told me of all that his soul had home 
Of pride, contumely, and scorn ; 
How, bruised beneath oppression's heel, 
He had felt the ills the slave must feel ; 
How, stricken down 'neath misery's load, 
He had sought and at last had found his God — 
Had found the Holy One whose hand 
Had ta'en from his heart the deadly brand. 



VII. 

I wept when he gazed and smil'd on me 
So sweetly, so resignedly ; 
I thought, Can this indeed be death 
That pales his beauty's fragile wreath ? 
Can one so fair and beauteous die 
Out of the wide world utterly ? 
When life's brief chequer'd tale is told, 
Doth naught remain above the mould 1 
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VIII. 

I never knew what true love was 
Until I saw him calmly pass 
Away from weariness and pain— 

love was never love till then ! 

1 saw him die ; sweet it is, 

Though sad, to feel love's long, last kiss ; 
I saw him die, and I fell on his breast 
And pour'd out my tears, and I was blest. 



IX. 

Can I forget how sweet he lay 
Within the gloaming's shadows gray ] 
Can I forget the heavenly grace 
That lay on his cold and marble face 1 
The glorious beauty that reposed 
Within his eyes in death half-closed 1 
As bright, as fair to me he seem'd. 
As when in youth we lov'd and dream'd. 
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The sight was sweet even unto me, 
For no longer he liv'd in infamy, 
No more he denied the Crucified ; 
this was all for which I had sigh'd. 
And this was the end of my beautiful, 
And my heart is neither cold nor dull. 
For I know that I shall meet him above. 
And I thank the Father for all his love. 
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ILK MORNING AUD E'ENING. 



I. 



Ilk morning and evening I look doon the glen, 

My heart fu' o' care and the tear in my e'e ; 
And the winter gaes past and the spring comes again, 

And still my sad sang is, " Come hame unto me ! '* 
I gang through the forest to meet the young spring, 

But sad is her face since I hailed her wi' thee ; 
And ilk bonny bird to its mate seems to sing. 

Come hame unto me, love, come hame unto me ! 
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II. 
I sit myseF doon on the lane mountain steeji- 



wild wail the breezes while round me they blaw, 
And dowie and wae is the bleat o* the sheep, 

Since thou, their leal shepherd, hast gane far awa'. 
Ae wild word o' scorn has garr'd fond lovers part — 

but for ae wild word this glen had been heaven ; 
But dear thou art ever though sair is this heart, 

And love's siller cord has been cruelly riven ! 

III. 
gin through this dark warld thy pathway still lie, 

Gin here still thou wander, come hame my true love ! 
But gin thou hae gane to the bricht hames on high, 

0, sune, sune thy ain heavenly bride I shall prove. 
Nae sorrow, nae trouble will there gar us part ; 

Nae cauld dreary clud in our sky will there be ; 
For the wild-bleeding wounds and dark scars o' my 
heart 
Will be heal'd when in glory I wander wi' thee. 

Q 
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THE LOST JEWEL. 



I. 

I seek a jewel I fain would find, 
Yea, evermore I pant and strain ; 

Perctance the blind do lead the blind , 
If so, the search is vain. 

Each morn I to my quest return, 

Each evening still mine ardours burn. 



II. 



Though I have jewels ninety-nine, 
The hundredth one is wanting yet ; 
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That one of lustre opaline 

I seek, but cannot get. 
What though all precious things were mine 
Without that gem of glorious shine 1 

III. 

My house have I oft swept right clean, 

Each comer I have look'd into, 
Yet in my search I have not seen 

That gem of livipg hue. 
Alas ! that all mine anxious pain 
Should seem so foolish and so vain. 



IV. 

How often in my dreams methinks 
I see that jewel gleaming bright, 

And all my ravished spirit drinks 
Its pure and holy light ! 

But when I wake, what grief is mine I 

My casket has but ninety-nine. 
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V. 



I say- -Art thou for ever gone ? 

Have all my dreams proved false and vain ? 
Or art thou but the fabled stone 

Philosophers would gain ? 
Art thou a calm reality, 
Or gold en- winged phantasy 1 



VI. 

Away ye thoughts of worldly bliss ! 

Away ye vain and foolish dreams ! 
The jewel of true happiness 

Only in Heaven gleams : \ 
Eureka ! There my jewel glows ! 
Its light my soul already knows. 
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TO CONSTANCE. 



I. 

My Constance, what, on earth, have we of love 
That we should e'er desire no brighter sphere 1 

What high and noble pleasures do we prove 
That life should grow so heavenly and so dear 1 

What spiritual glory haunts the paths we rove, 
What proud immortal beauty have we here, 

That our sad souls should often sigh and grieve 

When for Love's blessed Heaven this Earth we leave 1 
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II. 

Is it those memories we can ne'er forget, 

Those sweet life-passages which are entwined 

With all that is most worthy of regret, 
All that on earth is heavenly and refined 1 

Those spiritual jewels which seem chastely set 
In cases of pure gold within the mind 1 

Say, is it those that make us love the earth, 

And cancel all its misery and dearth ? 



IIL 

I know not. There are memories that make 
The spirit pause even at the Gate of Death, 

And backward look, and one fond farewell take 
Of all the beauty that this green earth hath ; 

Memories that bring the light of field and lake, 
And all the splendour of life's morning path 

Into the soul, and make her start and sigh 

Even when she hears heaven's glorious minstrelsy. 
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IV. 



And yet, my Constance, we have holier ties 
Which time and circumstance diminish not, 

Which link the soul unto her paradise. 
And lend a sweetness to the darkest lot. 

Even here with heaven's enchanting melodies 
Man's spiritual nature may be richly fraught ; 

Even here True Love may raise man's spirit up 

To drink with angels life's o'erflowing cup. 



V. 

Does Sorrow sternly claim me for her own 1 
Do stars turn dim and faint ? Do suns decline 1 

Are clouds and fire-showers o'er life's uplands blown 1 
I read how Jesus died that Man might shine 

A priceless jewel in heaven's peerless crown, 

And all my heart is filled with Love's pure wine ; 

I read the glorious Sermon on the Mounts 

And drink long draughts at Life's perennial Fount. 
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VI. 

Peace comes, a sweet reality. I rest 

As in the light of soft celestial suns ; 
I seem to feel even in my human breast 

The strong sweet raptures of the wingM ones ; 
For all the Truth stands open and confessed, 

So pure, so glorious that he who runs 
May read and profit— even the faintest word 
Glows as if newly written by the Lord. 

VII. 

Art true unto thy brother 1 Then thou art 
True to thy God, as needle to the pole. 

Are all mankind thy brethren 1 Then thy heart 
Already comprehends the beautiful. 

No link that binds thee unto heaven will start ; 
No cord of love will break within thy soul 

If thou art true. Such truth Christ's grand words 
give, 

Such knowledge ?wect, to teach us liow to live. 
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VIII. 

All light and loveliness were made for us ; 

Wherefore, my Constance, let us journey on 
Unto the Heaven of God ; not tremulous. 

Not asking bread as fearful of a stone ; 
But hopeful, trustful, spirit-luminous, 

And full of songs of high and heavenly tone, 
And waiting patiently till earth shall be 
The Bride of heaven through all eternity. 

IX. 

Onward and upward in the light of truth 
Let us in sweet and ^tedfast union go, 

Till even life's rugged path grows fair and smooth. 
And Heaven's ambrosial airs around us blow ; 

TiU with the splendour of immortal youth 

Our spirits wean'd from earth and sorrow glow ; 

Till Christ's Love lead us through heaven's golden 
Gate, 

And Holy Peace upon us ever wait. 

R 
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!► Upward and onward, sweetly wouldst thou say, 

Father, lead us through the mists of Time ! 
O guide us by thy sure eternal ray, 
? Up from the winter of this earthly clime, 

Till 'mid the glory of thy perfect day 

We chant our paeans in the Heaven's sublime^ 
And know the joys which heavenly fields afford^ 
And dwell within the City of our Lord. 



'i 
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XI. 

Kichly, my Constance, on life's thorny road 
Thou giv'st to me from thy full spiritual store ; 

Sweetly thy song can lighten Misery's load. 
And teach the weary spirit how to soar ; 

For thou hast faith — thy Saviour and thy God 
Reigneth in earth and heaven for evermore. 

While heaven to earth sweet life and beauty gives ; 

Thou knowest — thou knowest that thy Redeemer lives. 



h 
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XII. 



O Christian of the clear and peaceful eye, 
Who lookest to the Gate of the Unseen ! 

Blest are the forms thou dost by faith descry 
While thou dost gaze the golden bars between ! 

Blest is thy life and all felicity 
While on the breast of Jesus thou dost lean, 

And feel'st the gentle kisses of his mouth 

Awake within thee Love's immortal youth. 



xni. 

Only the griefs and cares of others throw 

Their shadows cold around thee ; thou dost feel 

For them who drink no pure heart-overflow, 

Whose lives are bruis'd beneath oppression's heel ; 

For them for whom no Star in Heaven doth glow, 
For them whose hearts are broke on fortune's wheel ; 

Thou, Lady, weep'st with them, and point'st imto 

The City of the Faithful and the True. 
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XIV. 

they who meet with thee are not in haste 
To fly thy sweet and goodly company ; 

A table thou dost rear upon the waste 

Where we may eat and drink right pleasantly ; 

And sweeter vines than EshcoFs thou dost taste, 
And waters of more pure vitality 

Than those of Jacob's well thou drink'st with, them 

Who journey to the New Jerusalem. 



XV. 

Many look deep into thy wondrous eyes 
To see the mystic beauty shining there ; 

Many are sweetly drawn unto the skies 
When they but breathe thy circumambient air ; 

But none may hear thy spirit-melodies, 

No Earthly words such Heaven-joys may declare ; 

And only God's believing children may 

Conceive the glory of thy spiritual day. 
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XVI. 



Heaven is thy home ! All other homes beside 
This beauteous one to thee are but as tents 

Pitch'd on the shifting sands, there to abide 
Till blown away by Time's rude elements. 

Thou wouldest show all men life's angel-side ; 
Thou wouldest bind together life's wild rents, 

Bring in all Hope, annihilate all fear : 

Tis this that makes thee all that Love holds dear. 



THE END. 



Thomas Smail, Pbintee, 16, High Street, Jedburgh. 
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